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evening when the only illumination was that of
candles standing on the floor. For a while I had
the room to myself. Across their crystal globes the
candles spread a patina of spectral light over the
silken tissues. Somehow the atmosphere worked on
my imagination and, as I awaited the coming of my
host, I had a curious feeling of suspense, delicious but
disquieting ; the silence of the room seemed quiver-
ing with elusive melody, the harmonies of a dream-
music that haunted my mind's ear, thrilling me with
a mysterious sense of unseen presences.
I.   THE  CAPITAL
FORENOON
Like all the towns of Rajputana, Pathan, the old
capital of Jhalawar, is girdled by walls. A massive
gateway opens on the surrounding countryside, a
yellow flood of jungle grass and wizened shrubs
surging forward to the base of the grey ramparts.
One morning very early we saw this portal for the
first time, gigantically looming at the end of the
road that leads from the new capital to the old.
Time has brought no changes to the ancient gate,
which now as ever plays a friendly part in the city's
daily life, proffering its welcome shade to cows pros-
trated by their immemorial sanctity and to the
women who, as in the past, come down from their
homes, clad in the traditional Rajput garb, and pass
below its vaulted darkness on the way to fill men-
big brass chatties at the well. On the roof of the
archway peacocks were sunning themselves, letting
their limp plumage float like veils around them.
What with the handsome Rajput women, their
queenly breasts sheathed in silken bodices, and the
grandees with their high-swirling beards and mien